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otherwise than they were meant; for of all the sciences, there is
none so deceitful as the science of expounding in matters of love :
here errors, as it were, have their home. The enamoured Knight
was anxious to preserve his rose as long as possible in freshness
and bloom; he put it in a flower-pot among water, and fell asleep
with the most flattering hopes.

At gloomy midnight, the destroying angel sent by Fraulein
Bela glided towards him; with panting breath blew off the bolts
and locks of his apartment; lighted like a mountain of lead upon
the slumbering Knight, and so squeezed him together, that he
felt on awakening as if a millstone had been hung about his neck.
In this agonising suffocation, thinking that the last moment of
his life was at hand, he happily remembered the rose, which was
standing by his bed in a flower-pot, and pressed it to his breast,
saying: "Wither with me, fair rose, and die on my chilled bo-
som, as a proof that my last thought was directed to thy gentle
mistress." In an instant all was light about his heart; the
heavy Incubus could not withstand the magic force of the flower;
his crushing weight would not now have balanced a feather; his
antipathy to the perfume soon scared him from the chamber;
and the narcotic virtue of this rose-odour again lulled the Knight
into refreshing sleep. He rose with the sun next morning, fresh
and alert, and rode to the field, to see what impression his simili-
tude had made on the Electors, and to watch what course the
business was about to take; determined at all hazards, should a
contrary wind spring up, and threaten with shipwreck the vessel
of his hopes, to lay his hand upon the rudder, and steer it into
port.

For the present this was not required. The electing Senate
had considered Wladomir's parable, and so sedulously ruminated
and digested it overnight, that it had passed into their hearts
and spirits. A stout Knight, who espied this favourable crisis,
and who sympathised in the concerns of his heart with the en-
amoured Wladomir, was endeavouring to snatch away, or at least
to share with him, the honour of exalting Fraulein Libussa to the
throne. He stept forth, and drew his sword, and with a loud
voice proclaimed Libussa Duchess of Bohemia, calling upon all
who thought as he did, to draw their swords and justify the choice.
In a moment hundreds of swords were gleaming through the field;
a loud huzza announced the new Regent, and on all sides arose
the joyful shout: "Libussa be our Duchess!" A commission